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BARON GRAVENSTEIN 

IN FAIRYLAND; 



OR, 



THE WONDERFUL ADVENTURES OF A LITTLE BOY 
WHO HAD ALL HE ASKED FOR. 



" Who, seeing the way that I am treated, would 
think that I am the Baron Von Gravenstein. No 
sooner does the sun show itself over the mountain of 
a morning, than I have to leave a warm, comfortable 
*bed, to learn a lot of dull, tiresome lessons. Every- 
day, my mother thwarts my wishes in a thousand 
different ways. I hav'nt a single real pleasure. If I 
want to have a ride with Carl through the forest, 
that silly Fritz cries to go with me. If I am reading 
a book, Bertha tries to pull it out of my hand, to see 
if there are any pictures in it. I don't think that any 
other boy was ever half so miserable. When my 
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father lived, there was plenty of good wine, besides 
game and venison, at our table ; but, now, we get 
little else but thin beer, and sauer kraut. They all 
treat me as a baby. I wish I had a chance of 
showing them what I can do/' 

The speaker, the young Baron Gravenstein, as he sat 
on a decayed tree stump, struck petulantly at the 
pebbles, which lay thick about his feet, with a stout 
ashen staff, which he held in in his hand, when he 
made these dismal reflections. 

Overhead the ancient giants of the forest stretched 
their gnarled and knotted arms, from, which the 
Autumn winds every now and then, with relentless 
breath, swept the golden relics of a bye-gone summer. 
Beyond the forest glades, on a broad expanse of 
greensward, the Castle Gravenstein reared its massive 
towers, against a grey and cloud-flecked sky. A few 
short years had wrought momentous changes within 
those ancient walls. 

Formerly, the castle presented a daily exhibition 
of feudal state, and chivalrous deeds of arms, as each 
succeeding baron stoutly maintained what well might 
be considered a family escutcheon, flagon, sword, and 
trencher. 

If the Lords of Gravenstein led a merry youth, 
they never experienced a sad old age, and but 
seldom in middle life recognized the fact, that the 
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more they fought the poorer they got. The Baron 
Gravenstein who had last owned the castle was struck 
down, in the flower of his manhood, by the hand of a 
French knight, in one of the petty wars, which were 
thon so common, leaving his family, the young Baron, 
Fritz, and Bertha, in the sole charge of his lady, who 
combined firmness of character with a matronly and 
benevolent disposition. 

The young Baron was still busily occupied striking 
pebbles, and considering his many hardships, with a 
sad and dejected expression of countenance, when a 
slight crackling noise of twigs breaking behind him 
caused him to look round. A little old woman, in a 
dull sombre tint of brown, with a huge coal-scuttle- 
shaped bonnet upon her head, and with a crooked 
stick in her hand, stopped a few yards opposite him, 
as their eyes encountered each other — 

'* Aha, aha. Baron Gravenstein " cried the little old 
woman, "you look sad this morning. What ails you ? 
Have you been getting into mischief, eh 1 " 

" I hav'nt been getting into mischief," replied the 
boy sturdily ; ' but it is of no use telling you what is 
the matter with me, you can't help me." 

" Don't you be so sure, my little friend," cried the 
old woman cheerily. "No doctor can affect a cure 
unless he knows the nature of the complaint. Come 
now and tell me all about it," and with these words 
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she came close to the boy. The Baron, in even a 
more lugubrious tone than before, recounted his many, 
grievances, not omitting a passing allusion to the 
poverty of his daily fare; on which he laid the 
greater stress from his not having had anything to 
eat since the early morn. 

" All this can be remedied " said the old woman 
when he at last finished his recital, provided you 
faithfully promise to do whatever I tell you. She 
was going to say something else, but the Baron sud- 
denly interrupted her by crying out " I should think 
I would to, I promise a thousand times over. " 

" Well, you will have to come with me then. I 
am going to the Castle Schaffhausen, and as that is a 
good step from here, we shall have to push on, if we 
wish to get to our quarters before sunset." 

With this the old lady trudged off so briskly that 
the Baron had lo go at a jog-trot to keep up with her. 

Their road lay through the tangled undergrowth 
of a dense forest, bright with autumn berries, till at 
length the Baron's eyes were gladdened by a glimpse 
of the battlemented turrets of Schaffhausen, peering 
over the intervening trees. As they proceeded they 
saw in a secluded hollow not far from the castle a 
mean tumble down hovel. To this uninviting build- 
ihg, this strangely assorted pair directed their steps. 

The Castle Schaffhausen belonged of a right to the 
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Countess Siegfreid, a little girl of some ten summers. 
Her father and mother being both dead, the care of 
the castle, and the adjacent domain, had devolved on 
the late count's brother, Walter Seigfreid, popularly 
known as Walter the crafty, till the young lady should 
be of an age to guard her own interests. 

Walter Seigfreid, who on account of the position he 
held at Schafifhausen, assumed the title of count, was 
a man of heavy unprepossessing appearance, and dull, 
morose disposition. 

He was never known to laugh, except when he 
alluded to the fighting proclivites of his neighbours 
the Gravensteins, whom he compared to gamblers, 
whose reason had forsaken them, since in the endea- 
vour to acquire a little temporary fame, they lost 
both life and property. While the late Baron 
Gravenstein was engaged in the war, which ^t last 
proved fatal to him. Count Siegfreid was artfully add- 
ing a portion of the Gravenstein estate to that of 
Schaffhausen. The helpless state of the Baroness at 
her husband's death prevented her obtaining redress 
from her unscrupulous neigbour; but a bitter and 
implacable hatred towards the enemy of herself and 
family firmly took possession of her breast. 

The Count's manner to his fair little niece, which 
was once kind and affectionate, grew gradually coldSr, 
and colder, till at length it became a common remark 
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among the vassals; that the Count was tired of his 
charge, and was anxious to get the castle into his 
own hands. 

This supposition, as the sequel proved, had more 
truth in it than such suppositions often have. 

One day, Count Seigfreid was seen in the castle- 
yard, talking long and earnestly with his Falconen 
Hubert. 

Hubert was evidently * being persuaded to under- 
take something he disliked, but at length his scruples 
seemed overcome, for the pair separated amicably 
enough. 

A week after this doubtful meeting, the Countess 
Ida was missing, and though the Count with an 
appearance of intense sorrow and anxiety at the 
loss of his niece headed his vassals in a protracted 
search, yet nowhere could the little girl be heard of. 
In reality, Hubert had been commissioned to put his 
little mistress out of the way ; but his heart failing 
him, he took her to his cottage, where his wife by 
dressing her meanly, and frequent scoldings, hoped 
in time to rid the little girls head of high notions, and 
make her useful in the house. 

It was Hubert's house towards which the old 
woman and Baron Gravenstein directed their steps. 
• Through a partly opened door, a little girl with 
bright blue eyes, and long flaxen hair, which hung in 
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X profuse tres5;es down her shoulders, could be seen 
seated on a low stool, sadly gazing at the dying em- 
bers of a miserable fire. 

There was no one in the room with her, when the 
footsteps of the visitors struck her ear, she sprang in 
a terrified manner from her seat, and recommenced, 
with trembling hands, some [household duty, which 
she had for a brief interval neglected. Her alarm 
quickly subsided, when she saw instead of the hard, 
pitiless face of her guardian, the kind smiling eyes of 
the old woman fixed upon her. 

'* Little girl," said she, " would you like to leave 
this wretched place, and live where you would have 
nothing to do but lead the life of a lady." 

Ida's eyes at first glistened ^with delight at the 
prospect held out to her, but soon an expression of 
sadness filled them as she replied, " It is impossible." 
If I go away from here, they will hunt the forest over 
till they find me, and when they catch me, they wiU 
beat me to death." 

*' You need have no fear of either Hubert or 
Teresa as long as you are with me," said the old 
woman. ** Will you come with me my dear, for if 
you do it is time we started." 

The little girl gladly assented, and the whole partj^ 
retraced the steps by which the Baron and his guide 
had come. They had walked for upwards of an 
hour, when they diverged from the direct rpad which 
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led to the Castle Gravenstein, to pursue a narow 
roadway which the Baron remembered trended 
through a dark mountain gorge. Strange stories 
were told about that wild fern-clad glen, and none 
but the boldest peasant in the neighbourhood had 
ever intruded on its time-honoured privacy. As the 
Baron looked in the direction of his late home, he 
noticed that the inmates of the castle were thrown 
into a state of unwonted excitement. Horses were 
being brought out, and men were running about in a 
manner quite at variance with the quietude which 
generally prevailed at Gravenstein. His heart sank 
very low, when he espied one whom he knew from 
his height and build, to be his old friend Carl, busy 
girthing up his steed. 

" They are going to look for me. I know that is 
Carl — dear, dear old Carl," thought the Baron, and 
the bright tears chased each other down his cheeks, as 
he wondered whether he should ever see them all 
again. 

He was so occupied with these speculations that 
the old lady and Ida were a long way in front of him 
before he discovered that they were stopping for him 
to come up. The blood of the Gravenstein's filled 
the Baron's veins, and he felt that he had to support 
the honor of a race of warriors, so he took care that 
by the time he overtook his companions no trace was 
left of his late sorrow. 
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" We are nearly at our journeys end, my children/' 
said the old woman. "What say yoii, Baron 
Gravenstein ; are you not glad ? Methinks by this 
time you must be both tired and hungry. You see 
that slab of granite at the corner of yonder rock. That 
is the portal by which we shall be admitted to King 
Daffodils dominions." 

A moment later, the whole party were drawn up at 
the point indicated. 

The old woman gave three light taps with her stick, 
when the slab, opening outwards, disclosed an aper- 
ture through the precipitous wall of rock, which 
frowned down on them from above like some old 
bastion. From the dark impenetrable gloom of mid- 
night, to the bright cheery light of noonday, there is 
no greater change than that which the Baron and Ida 
experienced as they left the heavy oppressive atmos- 
phere of the outside world, with its grey and neutral 
tints, to enter an exhilirating climate, which lent a 
thousand varied hues, and the most charming pano- 
ramic effects to the territory of King Daffodil. 

At their feet lay a succession of green and fertile 
plains, encompassed with mountains of various ahi- 
tudes, rearing their heads in friendly rivalry, one 
above the other. 

Rivers glistened in the bright sunshine like streams 
of molten silver, as they pursued their long and 
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winding courses beneath forest trees and through 
tangled brakes seaward. Everywhere, the air re- 
sounded with the sweet melody of birds, and the 
loud hum of insects, as, with painted wings, they 
hovered over a vast carpet of flowers of the most 
delicate forms and .coloring. Gentle zephyrs, laden 
with the choicest perfumes, seemed to be ever 
sighing, as with gentle touch they made the fresh 
green leaves quiver responsively to the life and gaiety 
of the birds and insects which flitted amid them. 

The two children stood for some minutes entranced 
at the strange and novel scene which presented itself 
to their astonished eyes. At length they broke 
into expressions of the utmost delight, rubbing their 
hands and laughing joyously. The country to which 
they had come must be fairyland they said, no other 
place could be half so beautiful. 

Suddenly the- Baron bethought him of his guide. 
Where could she be ! He looked everywhere around, 
but nowhere could the little old woman be seen. 

In the place where she had stood, he heheld a 
creature of the fairest form and carriage, whom he 
felt sure could be none other than a fairy. She 
smiled kindly when she saw the Baron and Ida's 
eyes fixed with a steady curious, gaze upon her, as 
she said, " I see you don't know me ; well, I am the 
Princess Primula, and I bid you welcome to my 
father, King I^affodirs dominions." 
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" Come, I think we have waited here long enough, 
my father will be anxious to see me after my 
journey." 

Once more they set themselves in motion, their 
path, as they proceeded, unveiling additional beauties. 
The very blades of grass. around their feet laughed 
in the fulness of their joy as they presented dewy 
offerings to the glorious orb of day, to be converted 
by it into a constellation of matchless diamonds^ 
The shrubs and trees, on either hand, were festooned 
with a light and elegant net-work, the handicraft of 
a thousand clever liliputian artists, which swung to. 
and fro by invisible threads in pure translucent air, 
contemplating their own constructive skill. 

After walking a short distance through a leafy 
shade, a sudden bend in the path brought the party 
to a lawn of an emerald verdure and velvet softness. 

In its centre, from amid a mass of rock-work, a 
fountain threw up a number of jets of water, which, 
falling in the form of spray, caught the golden 
sunbeams, and formed a miniature rainbow. 

Several umbrageous trees, dotted here and there 
afforded a grateful shade to a number of fairies, who 
were watching their fellows dancing on the green- 
sward at the moment the Princess Primula and her 
guests appeared upon the scene. Among the dancers 
was one who, by the magnificence of his dress and 
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the courtliness of his carriage, could easily be dis- 
tinguished as the King. 

As soon as he perceived the new arrivals, he with- 
drew himself from the company, and, greeting the 
Princess affectionately, he kissed her, asking her 
where she had been, and who she had with her. 
The Princess quickly related all that she had done 
since she had last seen him. 

After which she called his attention to her two 
companions, saying, 

"My dear father, I have brought with me two 
little mortals, whom I trust you will permit me to 
keep till such time as I shall see fit to restore them 
to the world. This one," pointing to Ida, " requires 
a home ; the other one," looking at the Baron, " has 
had a home, but is tired of it. I want to make them 
both happy." 

•* My dear Primula," replied the King kindly, " why 
ask such trifling favors } you know I have never yet 
had occasion to regret complying with your wishes." 
My entire court is at your command ; you have 
but to issue instructions to ensure the fulfilment of 
your plans." With this the King retired, nodding 
graciously to the children, who rubbed their t,Y^s> 
repeatedly, to assure themselves that they were not 
dreaming. "Baron Gravenstein," said the Princess 
Primula, when the King had disappeared, " you have 
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now your choice of anything that you would like. What 
will you have ? " As the Baron was rather hungry, and 
remarkably fond of good things to eat and drink, he 
commenced to enumerate a long list of tarts, pies, 
and sweetmeats, which he would like to have at his 
disposal, when the Princess interrupted him by 
saying, " Ah ! Baron, I see you are a gettimow. My 
brother. Prince Hyacinth, has a great many gettimows 
in his province, so if I can get him to take you, you 
will have a splendid time of it." With this she blew 
a silver whistle which depended from her neck, which 
brought a page to her presence to solicit her com- 
mands. " Tell Prince Hyacinth that I would speak 
to him" the Princess said, which request was soon 
answered by the Prince emerging from a shady grove 
and stepping gaily to the place where his sister stood. 
" Well, my dear Primula, who have you got here t " 
cried the Prince, as he glanced at the Baron and Ida. 
" One is a gettimow ; the other is a young lady," 
replied the Princess, smiling. " I knew you had a 
collection of gettimows, so I thought I would lend 
one to you for a time. Take him, my dear brother. 
I think he will amuse you." The Prince, who was 
much pleased with the offer, told the Baron >to 
follow him. 

The two, after wishing the Princess and Ida good- 
bye, walked side by side till they came to a deep, 
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loud, bubbling stream, across which, by means of a 
rustic drawbridge, which swung back when they had 
got over, they reached the opposite bank. There 
was no difference in the scenery from that which they 
had already passed through : there were the same 
trees, the same flowers, and the same insects. The 
marked feature of this region, however, was its inhabi- 
tants. Several dogs and cats of various colors and 
breeds were scattered about the grounds, some sleep- 
ing, some walking about by way of constitutional,, 
while the others, sitting up on their haunches 
regarded the visitors with heavy-eyed curiosity, 
After looking at these. Prince Hyacinth showed the 
Baron all that was to be seen, including the ban- 
queting hall, where he told him that he would find 
plenty to eat and drink. When he heard a bell ring 
he wished him good-bye, telling him he would, on 
his return from a journey which he was then about 
to make, see how he was getting on. 

As soon as the Prince was gone away, a great 
many gettimows, for by that name dogs and cats are 
known in Fairyland, came crowding round the Baron, 
making much bow-bowing and mew-mewing by way 
of welcome. In the midst of the din the refectory 
bell rang, at the sound of which all the gettimows 
scampered off at the top of their speed, closely 
followed by the Baron, who was very glad to think 
that he was likely to get something nice to eat. 
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When he got to the hall, the Baron saw set in 
order, on a low table, a variety of viands, the like of 
which he had never before seen. There were tarts 
and puddings of all kinds and sizes interspersed 
between the various joints of meat, which with huge 
dishes, filled with the choicest fruit, literally made 
the table groan beneath its excessive load. *' My 
goodness ! this is fine," muttered the Baron, when he 
had collected his senses ; " I shall never get tired of 
this.' He drew a chair up to the table as if he had 
been at the Castle Gravenstein, and attacked tart 
after tart with an appetite which seemed as if it would 
never be appeased. The gettimows were not so 
ceremonious in their proceedings. Instead of tarts, 
they confined their attention to the different kinds of 
meat, which they snatched from the table and ate on 
the floor, occasionally growling and miauling by way 
of conversation when they saw a more than usually 
dainty piece. The gettimows were much too busy at 
first to trouble about the position which the Baron 
had taken by sitting at the table ; but when they 
had a little more leisure, they set to whining and 
snarling, looking at him all the time very significantly. 

At last a thick set, consequential looking dog, 
whom the rest of the company called "Bully," 
walked deliberately up to the place where the Baron 
was sitting, and, putting his paws on the table, 
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dragged a half-eaten tart oflf his plate. Though 
there were plenty more tarts and cakes upon the 
table, the Baron, who had been a person of great 
importance at Castle Gravenstein, permitted a flush 
of anger to cross his face when he thought of the 
insult he had experienced at the mouth of a dog. 
The gettimows barked and mewed uproariously in 
appreciation of Bully's public spirit. When the 
noise had subsided. Bully, sitting opposite the Baron 
with the gravest expression of countenance, said,. 
" Baron Gravenstein, we are all equals here. You 
are a gettimow : you like eating and drinking. We 
are gettimows : we like eating and drinking. Why 
should you set yourself before us } If any gettimow 
is better than his fellows, I should say it is the one 
who can eat and drink most. I have no great appetite ; 
but even I can eat more than you ; " and Bully gave 
a look of the supremest contempt at the Baron, while 
the gettimows generally barked " hear, hear." The 
Baron's opinion as to the advantage of having nothing 
to do but to eat goodies was materially moderated 
by the radical speech delivered by the chief of the 
gettimows ; and he thought how very diffferent an 
affair dinner at the Castle Gravenstein was to this 
entertainment, even if the fare was humble. 

There his mother had always helped him the first 
at the table, while his faithful wolfhound Kaiser would 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



In Fairyland. 19 



as little have thought of helping himself from the 
table as he would of flying up the chimney. 

The Baron had a misgiving on one point, and 
that was the recollection that whenever there was 
anything very nice left on a dish he crammed his 
mouth as quickly and as full as he could, so that he 
niight get it before either Bertha or Fritz were ready 
This he knew was the reason why the Princess had 
called him a gettimow, and had sent him to reside 
among the gettimows. 

Once only, after the occasion we have above 
narrated, the Baron inadvertently wounded the 
feelings of his companions by reading a piece of 
manuscript which he found in his pocket. The first 
intimation he had that he was transgressing the 
gettimow law was an indignant growl on the part of 
Pincher, a large wolfhound, which was echoed by the 
prolonged snarling of Snap, a Maltese terrier. 

After they had indulged in this interesting amuse- 
ment for a short time, Pincher walked up to the 
Baron, and tugging at his hose steadily with his teeth, 
said, " Baron Gravenstein, it is contrary to the rules 
of our society that any gettimow shall endeavour to 
excel the others in anything but eating and drinking. 
Let me never see you again trying to read, or beware 
of the consequences," he added, with a tremendous 
gfowl. 

B 2 
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Every day life among the gettimows passed away 
after much the same quiet fashion. Except at meal 
times, the whole community lived in the open air, where 
they dozed for the most part in dreamy bliss beneath 
the shade of the many trees which were everywhere 
scattered about, till they were roused from their 
slumbers by the ringing of the refectory bell. 

At first this state of things seemed remarkably 
pleasant, but gradually it became more and more dull, 
till the Baron found its tedium almost insupportable. 
He walked round the ground every day, looking at 
the flowers, listening to the birds, and hoping that the 
Princess Primula and Ida, whom he saw occasionally 
walking on the opposite side of the river, would come 
and see him ; but nothing occurred to relieve the 
monotony of his existence, till one day he discovered, 
in a secluded grotto, a quaint old-fashioned chest. 

The Baron looked at it many times, wondering 
what it contained, before he could muster up the 
courage to open it. 

, At last, with trembling fingers, he turned the rusty 
key, and raised the massive grotesquely carved lid, 
when he saw, to his extreme delight, that it was filled 
with a number of manuscripts. His joy at the disco- 
very knew no bounds. He fairly danced with ecstacy, 
when he thought that he now possessed the means for 
beguiling his weary hours. When the gettimows 
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were, according to custom, sleeping away the intervals 
between their meals, the Baron would cautiously 
steal off to the grotto, where he would pore over 
manuscript after manuscript with ever-increasing 
interest. He now wondered why he had ever' dis- 
liked learning. The more he read, the more he 
wanted to read, till at last his mind became so 
absorbed in his studies that the Baron could scarcely 
spare the necessary time for his meals. 

The manuscript at the very bottom of the chest 
was read through, and again the Baron found time 
hang heavy. 

He thought he would see if there was any fun to be 
had with the gettimows, but they all declined his 
solicitations to run races, on the ground that it 
was foolish and unnecessary : they had plenty to eat 
and drink, and they did'nt see the occasion for 
running — which answer made the Baron very angry ; 
and he said, in an undertone, " What a lot of stupids. 
I wish I were somewhere where I could find someone 
to run with, or to climb with ; anything would be 
better than being cooped up with a lot of creatures 
who do nothing but eat, drink and sleep." 

One day, shortly after this incident, a prolonged 
barking and mewing among the gettimows announced 
some great arrival. 

The Baron, as soon as he heard the noise, ran as 
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fast as he could in the direction of the drawbridge, 
when he was overjoyed at seeing a party coming 
towards him. 

It consisted of the Princess Primula, Ida, Prince 
Hyacinth, and another Prince, so much like Prince 
Hyacinth, that it was difficult to tell them apart. 

When they had all crossed safely over, Prince 
Hyacinth looked at the Baron, who quite trembled 
with excitement, and said, " Well, Baron Gravenstein, 
I hope you are happy. You have plenty of tarts, 
puddings, and cheesecakes to eat, and nothing to do ; 
you will never get tired of such a life." 

The Baron was silent for a minute or two, when he 
replied sadly, " I am very tired though, I would very 
much like to go somewhere else." 

Prince Hyacinth looked at him very carefully for a 
short time, and then turning to his brother, whom he 
addressed as Prince Primrose, he said, "I believe 
this mortal is a poUimew. You have a great many 
poUimews in your territory. You had better take this 
one for a time." 

Prince Primrose assenting to the proposition, 
begged his companions to excuse him for a short time' 
while he took the Baron to a place where he hoped 
that he would lead a life more in accordance with his 
tastes. 

Following his guide, the Baron came at length to a 
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subterraneous passage, which, passing through, dis- 
closed to his enraptured gaze a scene of even greater 
beauty than the one which he had left. It was 
peopled by a number of monkies, squirrels, hares, 
rabbits, and similar animals which the fairies, on 
account of the dexterity with which some climb, and 
the swiftness with which others run, call poUimews. 

Prince Primrose said to the Baron, who was very 
much astonished at all that he saw, " this place will, 
I think, please you. You will not only have plenty 
to eat and drink here, but a number of companions 
with whom you may amuse yourself. Some' time 
hence I will come and see how you are enjoying 
yourself." 

With this the Prince set off by the way he came, 
while the Baron followed him with his eyes till he was 
lost to view, wondering what strange adventures were 
yet in store for him. 

He was not permitted to remain in this state of 
abstraction long. 

A huge monkey, with a pair of bright shining eyes, 
which peered forth cunningly from beneath a furrowed 
overhanging forehead, came walking noiselessly on 
all fours towards him. 

When Chimpy — for so this strange creature was 
known among his fellows — had approached sufficiently 
near, he sat up and gazed curiously at the Baron, 
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showing his white teeth, and making a variety of 
strange grimaces. 

" Welcome, welcome, to the land of the Pollimews, 
I bid you a hearty welcome, Baron Gravenstein," said 
Chimpy, after he had inspected the new arrival from 
top to toe. " Here you will be treated as one of us. 
We monkies, whatever our faults may be, are a 
generous forgiving race. We entertain no malice 
or uncharitableness towards our proud and erring 
brothers — men — though they on their parts effect to 
treat us as an inferior race. All men, however," 
added Chimpy, grinning benevolently, " are not 
equally unjust. Some human philosophers have shown 
themselves so far beyond prejudice as to allow ours 
to be the parent stock. Come with me, and I will show 
you the various members of our society. I am sure 
you will be pleased with their exhibition of skill and 
daring ; it is vastly superior to anything you can 
possibly have seen among mankind. Monkeys, of 
course, hold the highest position here ; but the hares 
and rabbits have some feats, especially in the way of 
running, which make them worthy of respect and 
admiration." 

As the Baron and his guide walked together, dis- 
coursing after this fashion, they saw perched upon the 
limbs of the huge trees beneath which they passed, a 
number of Pollimew aristocracy, who, after a tempo- 
rary lull in their performances to stare down on the 
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spectators below, recommenced the most extraor- 
dinary gymnastic displays, of which those clever 
acrobats were capable. 

" Behold 1 Baron Gravenstein," said Chimpy, with 
sparkling eyes, "a race whom you have doubtless 
heard described and laughed at, but whom certain of 
your species, called I believe acrobats, nevertheless 
are pleased to emulate. Jealousy is not a Pollimew 
failing. We will teach you, that you may become a 
proficient in those arts which impart speed and 
dexterity to the body." 

As they proceeded on their way, hares and rabbits 
sped by with lightning rapidity, plunging at one 
moment into the thick bushes on either side, to re- 
appear the next, jumping about and gambolling in 
the open as if they would never grow tired. 

Chimpy did all he could to please the Baron. 
There was plenty to eat and drink, and a number of 
companions to run with and to climb with, so the 
Baron flattered himself that he had at last attained 
true happiness. 

Chimpy was never tired of showing the Baron the 
way to climb trees ; but his pupil, who used to think 
himself such a good climber at Castle Gravenstein* 
and laughed so much at his little brother Fritz* 
because he was afraid to venture out on to the castle 
leads, found that he was no match for his instructor. 

He certainly could by the expenditure of con- 
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siderable labour scramble up into some of the trees, 
but he could'nt hold on to a limb with one hand, or 
spring from one bough to another, like the other 
Bang-wangs to save his life. 

Indeed on more than one occasion he was nearly 
bringing his existence to an abrupt ending, by- 
tumbling on to the ground, to the intense amusement 
of the worst behaved Bang-wangs. At last after 
several misadventures, the Baron came to the con- 
clusion that if he was no climber he was a first-rate 
runner. Impressed with this conviction he one day- 
walked up to a hare, which he saw quietly nibbling 
at a bunch of grass, and said, " Mr. Hare when you 
have a little leisure would you mind running a race 
with me ?" 

"I am at your service now," replied the hare, 
raising its long ears to hear the betten "Where 
shall we run to. Baron Gravenstein." 

" You see that lilac bush yonder," said the Baron, 
" Let that be the winning post, we will both start 
together when I say off." Off, cried the Baron, 
Away the two ran, the hare at first leading till they 
came close to the lilac bush, when the Baron with 
a face like a red hot coal, and puffing loudly, came 
past his opponent and won. 

The Baron who was very much elated with his 
success, proposed that the hare should run another 
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race with him on the morrow. The morrow came, 
and with it the hare at the appointed place. The 
Baron wished the hare to have a start, but puss said 
he would'nt run at all unless they started together. 
So the Baron had no alternative, but to fall in with 
his companion's suggestion. Again the Baron 
shouted off, rushing away as he thought with terrific 
speed. There was no chance for him however, for 
the hare went bye him so fast that he seemed to be 
scarcely moving. This defeat had a very depressing 
-effect upon the Baron, it now appeared that he could 
neither climb or run with the Bang-wangs, so it was no 
good to try and amuse himself with either of those 
pastimes. 

Many weary days he wandered about moody and 
disconsolate, till one morning walking in a direction 
which he had not before essayed, he perceived 
rising from a clear transparent lake, an island clothed 
with the densest verdure, and connected with the 
shore by a bridge of the lightest and most elegant 
proportions. 

In the Baron's state of mind the veriest trifle would 
have absorbed his attention, was it to be wondered 
at then that, in his present condition, the splendid view 
before him should have roused him from his lethargy, 
and drawn him, as if by magnetic agency, to a spot 
where he thought some new pleasure might yet be in 
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store for him. Soon he was hurrying over the bridge, 
beneath which the waters fanned by a gentle breeze, 
murmured and sparkled like a thing of life. A path- 
way hemmed in by rocks clothed with ferns of a 
thousand curious forms and overhung by tall flowering 
trees and shrubs, led the Baron, by a circuitous route, 
to a secluded dell, in which he saw, surrounded by a 
mass of foliage, a building, the like of which, in the 
way of beauty he had never before seen. Marble, 
inlaid woods, gilding, and the choicest colourings, 
played a part in its construction. Nothing was 
wanted which could please the eye. The Baron 
wandered through room after room, half afraid lest 
some mysterious occupant should appear to resent 
his unwonted intrusion, but the utmost silence pre- 
vailed. When he had nearly completed his inspection 
he perceived a chest, exactly similar to the one he had 
seen in the gettimow grotto. He opened it, and found, 
as on the previous occasion, that it was filled with a 
variety of manuscripts, such as he had seen his 
teacher, the good monk Hildebrand, copy with such 
care and art at the Castle Gravenstein. The Baron's 
interest in life was once more renewed. The Bang- 
wangs, which were to be seen everywhere else, 
disporting themselves as their fancy, dictated by 
common consent avoided the island, so the Baron 
was enabled to pursue his studies undisturbed. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



In Fairyland. 29 



One warm sunny day, the Baron, after having read 
for a long time, fell sound asleep in his chair. When 
at length he opened his eyes, he was conscious that 
the shades of night had suddenly closed around him 
With some alarm he sprang up, rubbed his eyes, 
yawned, and wondered whether he should ever find 
his way back to the ugly and despised Bang-wangs. 
Groping in the dark is dangerous work ; every now 
and then the Baron would strike his shins against 
some corner or projection with such violence, as 
would evoke an involuntary "Oh." Every effort 
proving fruitless, he threw himself bruised and weary 
upon the ground, sobbing with the anguish of despair, 
till raising his face on one occasion from his hands, 
he suddenly caught the glimmer of a light, faintly 
stealing through the impending gloom. 
. " Anything is better than staying here in the dark," 
muttered the Baron, so he rubbed his eyes manfully 
with the back of his hands, till every impediment in 
in the way of vision was removed. 

Fortunately, it was no Will-o-the-wisp, for as the 
Baron guided by its agency, passed through a long 
suite of apartments, he was conscious that the light 
increased in size and intensity. At length he stood 
beneath a beautiful coloured lamp illumining a pair 
of folding doors, which barred his further progress. 
Fear and curiosity alternately swayed the Baron's 
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mind. Some moments of irresolution gave the 
latter feeling such a mastery as to enable him to pull 
open one of the doors, and descend by a flight of 
marble steps into a capacious grotto. 

From its roof depended innumerable stalactites, 
which catching the rays of light emitted from the 
various lamps dotted here and there, flashed and 
sparkled with indescribable splendour. A strange 
fascination now seized the Baron ; instead of hesitating 
as at first, he pushed boldly on through grotto after 
grotto, till a greyness in the distance soon apprised 
him that he would soon emerge into the open air. 

At the moment of his exit, the sun, the source of 
all terrestial beauty, was pouring over the eastern 
horizon. Over the mountain tops, through the forest 
glades, across the placid unrippled lakes sped the 
lightning-winged messengers of light. In the far 
distance a dense rolling mist raising its protest on 
behalf of the vanquished night, crept stealthily from 
view. The Baron's attention was absorbed in the 
contemplation of the scene around him, when he 
heard a voice pompously say — 

"Who have we here, surely this is not a Fanshee.?" 

The speaker, a peacock, with its tail set to show 
its best advantage, as it spoke these words, strutted 
to and fro with a conscious air of pride and satis- 
faction. 
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The unwonted apparition of a stranger in Fanshee 
Land, soon drew round the Baron a crowd of this 
vain and inquisitive race. That they were not 
pleased with the result of their critical inspection was 
quickly shown by the uncomplimentary remarks the 
Fanshee's made. 

" This creature a Fanshee," said a gaudy coloured 
parrot, " Pooh, pooh, if it is I will pull out my hand- 
somest tail feather, he has neither fur nor feather." 
" What can he be, where can he have come from ? " 

"What is the commotion here.?" cried a swan, 
waddling majestically up to the party. 

" Good morning, Mr. Rosella, don't you know 
what this creature is ? " and the swan chuckled under 
its wing, when it thought of its companion's ignorance. 
"Well, I'll tell you; this creature belongs to the 
species man," but why it has come to Fanshee land, I 
can't for the life of me tell. This is as you know, the 
court of beauty, where we justly exhibit with pride, 
toilettes for which we are indebted to no one but 
ourselves. Men, on the contrary, I have heard, 
clothe themselves with the fleeces of sheep, the silk 
of insects, and the feathers of birds, Thus attired, 
they assume our manners and customs, spending in 
some instances their entire lives, displaying the 
results of their ill-gotten plunder. 

A general shout of " imposter ! imposter ! " greeted 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



32 Baron Gravensiein 

this announcement, and things might have gone 
hard with the Baron, if a fairy, whom the Fanshees 
designated Prince Verbena, had not appeared on the 
scene at this critical moment 

" Fanshee's, is it thus that you act in my absence,*' 
cried the Prince, angrily flourishing his wand, 
** begone, the lot of you." 

At these words the assembly suddenly broke up, 
some running, some flying, some waddling, at the top 
of their speed, beyond the range of the Prince's 
penetrating glance. 

" Well, Baron Gravenstein," said the Prince, when 
they were once alone. " It seems that you have been 
permitted to leave the ugly, but athletic race of 
Bang Wangs, to enjoy the delights of my court." 
Here you will have all the privileges of a Fanshee,* 
besides abundance of the food, to which, as man, you 
have been accustomed. With this, the Prince, 
pushing aside the thick foliage of a neighbouring 
laurel, disappeared from view, while the Baron, with 
a feeling of melancholy, reflected on the treatment 
he had received at the bills and wings of the 
Fanshees. " Impostor ! impostor ! '' The words 
kept ringing through his head. I see, I see, he said 
sadly, it is the pride I felt in my appearance and 
dress, which has brought me here, and procured for 
me the title of Fanshee. 
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Then the airs he had given himself, at the castle 
Gravenstein, crept before his remembrance, and he 
felt, that if the Peacock had made itself ridiculous 
by flaunting its natural beauty, how much more 
absurd must he have appeared, arrayed in borrowed 
plumes. Beauty reigned supreme among the Fan- 
shees, the whole life-long day was occupied, either 
in the arranging and re-arranging of toilets, or in 
admiration of the effects produced. Bad as life 
among the Bang Wangs had seemed, this among the 
Fanshees to the Baron, seemed infinitely worse. The 
incessant plumings, washings, and struttings, drove 
him to a state, bordering upon distraction. 

He wandered hither and thither, through Fanshee- 
land, hoping to meet with something fresh, when one 
day he saw on the top of a little hill, a quaintly 
constructed building. Opening the door, the Baron 
peered in and saw, as on previous occasions, a large 
chest filled with manuscript ; once while poring over a 
yellow time-stained parchment, the memory of Castle 
Gravenstein, of his mother, old Carl, Fritz, and 
Bertha, rose before him, and he said aloud, "what 
would*nt I give to be in the old home once more.'* 
The words were hardly out of his mouth, when a 
sharp rap on the partially closed door, announced 
that some one demanded admission. 

With a beating heart, the Baron looked out, and 

c 
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saw a little old woman and a lady, standing upon the 
doorstep. A moment sufficed to tell him, who the 
old woman was, but who was the lady ? 

" Don't you recollect me. Baron Gravenstein," said 
Ida, for she it was, though now grown into a tall 
young woman. " I have not forgotton you, you see, 
though you have altered so much." 

The Baron, overcome with joy, shook hands 
cordially, with both the little old woman and Ida, 
when the former explained, that she had come to 
restore him to the world again. 

The Baron had no wish to remain longer with the 
Fanshees, so the old woman's proposition for the 
general departure, met with a speedy assent, Night 
was rapidly closing in, when the three travellers, by a 
long and circuitous path, reached the portal, by which 
they had originally entered the territory of King 

Daffodil. 

****** 

Notwithstanding flie darkness, as the party 
journeyed onwards, the Baron instinctively felt that 
he was walking amid the haunts of his earliest 
childhood, and when at last he beheld the massive 
towers of Gravenstein, faintly limned against a 
leaden back ground, a thousand varied emotions 
prevented his answering the old woman's question, 
as to whether he knew where he was. 

"Good bye," said the old woman, as the three 
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stood opposite the postern gate ; " Ida and I have 
yet a long distance to walk. Good-bye, she repeated, 
I shall see you again one of these days." 

The Baron recovered his voice sufficiently to return 
the old woman's farewell, but when it came to Ida's 
turn, he was dumb. 

" Take this ring, whispered Ida, It may perchance 
Tprove a friend to you when you least expect it." 
Another good-bye, and Ida hastened after her guide, 
while the Baron, lonely and disconsolate, stood for a 
few minutes lost in reverie beneath the castle walls. 
The last clang of the bell had scarcely ceased to vibrate 
in response to a violent pull from the Baron, when a 
voice, which, notwithstanding its broken accents, the 
Baron knew to be that of old Carl, demanded who it 
•was that sought admission at that hour of the night. 

" A friend of the Baroness Gravenstein, answered 
the Baron stoutly." 

" Friends of thy stamp, prithee master traveller, 
have been more plenty than welcome here of late ; 
'twas* but yester-night, that one lusty varlet received, 
such a cudgelling, at the hands of one of the serving 
men, as must methinks, have loosened every tie of 
friendship.." 

The key grated loudly in the cumbersome lock 
then the door swung slowlyjround on its fusty hinges, 
and the Baron stood within the ancestral walls of 
Gravenstein. C 2 
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"If thou art, what thou sayest thou art, follow me 
.said Carl, as with slow and measured steps^he led the 
way through a passage, to the grand old banqueting 
hall. 

It was Christmas Eve. On the capacious hearth,, 
roared and crackled a huge log fire, the light from 
the flames of which, as they leapt upwards in 
friendly rivalry, revealed on the neighbouring walls- 
the various weapons of war and trophies of the chase 
with which they were adorned. 

A goodly array of trenchers and flagons, obscurely 
traceable on the massive oak table, shewed that, dark 
as had been the fortunes of the house of Gravenstein,. 
of late years, the Baroness and her family still fondly 
clung to the traditions and customs of the past. 

The Baron cast but a momentary glance round the 
apartment, his attention being occupied by its living 
occupants, who, seated near the fire place at the 
moment of his entrance, were engaged in an animated 
conversation. When the faithful Carl introduced the- 
stranger, the whole party abruptly ceased speaking, 
to scan enquiringly the features of the new arrival. 

" It is Wilhelm, Wilhelm ! my long-lost son, sud- 
denly cried the Baroness, as with maternal tenderness 
she sprang from her seat, to throw herself round the 
•Baron's neck. 

Fritz and Bertha, in their turn, were not less 
demonstrative in their expression of joy at their 
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brother's return ; and if the worthy Monk, Hilde- 
brand, comported himself more sedately, it might be 
•credited to the austerity of his religious profession, 
rather than from any lack of affection. 

Seated in the chair of honour, but lately occupied by 
Fritz, and with the cold nose of one of old Kaiser's 
•descendants, occasionally thrust into his hand, the 
Baron related to his interested audience, as briefly as 
he could, the wonders he had both seen and heard. 

An interval of a few weeks, and the Baron held 
the proud sway in the Castle Gravenstein, which his 
father had held before him. The vassals, one and 
all, regarded with undisguised admiration their young 
lord, as he rode forth each winter's day, at the head 
of a trusty band, when the snow was not too deep 
to wage war in their forest lairs with the vengeful 
boar and the stealthy wolf 

Good old Carl, enfeebled in body, but clear and 
active in mind, was never tired of calling attention 
to the Baron's skill and daring ; and often thought of 
the days long gone bye, when he too had awakened 
the forest echoes with the shout of victory. 

The murmur of detraction — the subtle and en- 
venomed dart of the envious — ^was never heard within 
the walls of Gravenstein, for the most insignificant 
minion knew that the Baron, ardent huntsman as he 
was, was ever silent as to his personal share in the 
success of the day. 
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When the day's sport was over, and night brought 
together the usual social gathering in the banqueting 
hall, peals of good-humoured laughter rewarded the 
Baron when in friendly debate with the good Monk 
Hildebrand, he overcame his adversary with some 
sparkling quotation or witty allusion. Strenuously as 
Master Hildebrand denied defeat, while on the battle 
field, in the presence of the foe, he was generally 
candid enough, when the excitement of the contest 
was over, to acknowledge that the Baron was more 
than a match for him in many things. 

Winter's icy chains were gradually yielding to the 
genial influence of spring; trees were Imdding fbrtJi 
in vernal splendour, and birds poured forth their 
sweetest and most melodious notes, when the Baron 
felt that the eve for the accomplishment of a long- 
wished-for prayer had arrived. 

In Germany, in France, in England, indeed, through- 
out Christian Europe, the exhortations of Peter the 
Hermit, nearly a century earlier, had evoked such a 
feeling of horror at the profanation of the Holy 
Shrine at Jerusalem, that the cream of Christian 
manhood, burning with zeal, tore itself from home 
ties to encounter the Moslem hordes of Palestine. 
Richard of England, and Philip of France, were 
drawing to their standards knights of every na- 
tionality. 

As private feuds were sacrificed to the popular 
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sentiment, and worldly wealth was only valued in 
proportion as it enabled its possessor to serve the 
cause of the cross, the Baroness and her family, 
greatly as they anticipated their loss, were by no 
means surprised when the Baron announced his in- 
tention of undertaking a crusade. 

The burnishing of armour, the sharpening of 
weapons, and the training of horses, was a constantly 
recurring labour at the Castle Gravenstein, till the 
eventful day arrived, when the Baron should start 
to encounter those toils and privations, which 
Hildebrand set forth, were the only passports to 
heaven. 

One morning. Black Saladin curvetted proudly 
beneath its lord and master, its heavy iron shoes 
drawing forth a succession of sparks, as its fore feet 
alternately struck the flinty court-yard. 

The Baron might have been moulded on the noble 
beast's back, so thoroughly did he seem identified 
with its every look and motion. His armour, which 
had served his father in many a hard-fought battle, 
glittered in the sun, dazzling the lookers-on, who, 
with heavy hearts and tearful eyes, awaited the de- 
parture of the little band. The Baron's countenance 
was pale, but its muscles exhibited the rigidity of 
steel ; when, after having wished all good-bye, he 
bade his followers mount their steeds and follow him. 
An ever decreasing thud of horse-hoofs, a jangling of 
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weapons, and an occasional flash of light in the 
distance, apprised Castle Gravenstein that some of 
its once stout-hearted inmates had gone forth, never 
to return. 

Rumour, with her thousand tongues, crept to Gra- 
venstein from time to time, to plunge the Baroness 
either into an abyss of despair or to raise her into the 
seventh heaven of joy and anticipation. 

A wandering pilgrim related circumstantially the 
manner in which he had performed the last offices for 
the Baron, as he lay wounded to the death beneath 
the walls of Acre. Then an invalid Knight explained 
how he had fought shoulder to shoulder with the 
Baron at that memorable fight, and that, although 
he himself had been badly wounded, the Baron had 
escaped scathless. 

In truth both knight and pilgrim had alike drawn 
upon their fruitful imagination to obtain that wel- 
come which, thanks to maternal credulity, they felt 
could not be withheld. 

The Baron and his followers, after bestowing a 
fond lingering look at the towers of Gravenstein, as 
they were gradually enveloped in obscurity, plunged 
boldly into the forest. 

Day after day the little party held manfully on 
their way, meeting now and then other bodies of 
knights, similarly equipped, marching on to Palestine. 

Several months had elapsed, and many vicissitudes 
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of fortune had been encountered, ere the Baron found 
himself in the camp of the lion-hearted Richard. 
The German knights had but scant time to recruit 
themselves after the toil of the journey. 

Around the -walls of Acre were encamped the 
united armies of England and France anxious to re- 
trieve the losses, with which their arms had hitherto 
been attended, by the speedy capture of the Moslem 
stronghold. Many times had the Crusaders mounted 
the ramparts of the beleagured city, only to be 
swept away by its fanatic defenders; when King 
Richard, driven to a state of frenzy, determined on 
concentrating his force in one grand attack which 
should eclipse all that had preceded it 

The loud shouts of command, the braying of 
trumpets, and the flaunting of banners at last an- 
nounced that the momentous occasion had arrived. 
Under the direction of one of Richard's ablest 
generals, the King being incapaciated by sickness 
from leading the troops on in person, the valiant 
soldiers of the Cross moved onwards. 

As they neared the city a deadly storm of arrows 
darts, and stones laid many a stalwart warrior low, 
only to inspire the survivors with a mortal^ hate, 
and press them more madly onwards. 

The scaling ladders fixed, like a swarm of ants the 
Crusaders clambered up the lofty city walls, to be re- 
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ceived at their summit with the most deadly welcome 
fiendish ingenuity could devise. 

In the foremost rank of the assailants might have 
been seen the Baron, in the fierce pride of his man- 
hood, surrounded by his little band, dealing death 
and destruction around him. Many a swarthy Moslem 
that day fell crushed and lifeless beneath the parapet^ 
hurled downwards by the Baron's Herculean arm. 
Never before had the Crescent and the Cross beheld 
truer devotion to their respective causes. 

Alternately the tide of victory oscillated in the 
balance, till at length the weight of numbers began 
to tell in behalf of the Moslem force. No longer 
fighting in one compact mass, the Crusaders were 
scattered hither and thither, desperately defending 
themselves against overwhelming numbers. Separ- 
ated from his followers and maddened with despair, 
the Baron was reluctantly obeying the signal to 
retreat, when he beheld a short distance from his 
path a Christian knight endeavouring to ward off a 
shower of Moslem blows which like hail smote down 
heavily upon his shield. He had evidently received 
one or two severe wounds ere the Baron's loud shout 
of " St. George to the rescue ! " diverted the Moslems 
from their attack to defend themselves. The combat 
was of short duration; three pagans quickly measured 
their length upon the sand, victims to the Baron's 
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trusty blade, while the others, to avoid a similar fate, 
beat a speedy retreat. 

" Sir Knight," said the wounded man, when he and 
the Baron stood alone, " thou hast this day done me 
good service. I would fain ask thy name, that I may 
hereafter bestow on thee some token of my gratitude.' 
He would have said more, but just then a small body 
of Crusaders in retreat bore the Baron with them 
back to the Christian camp. 

This last attack on Acre, futile as it appeared in 
its injmediate results, was destined to bring the siege 
to a speedier termination than the dejected Crusaders 
imagined. The gnawing tooth of hunger at the ex- 
piration of a few days effected that which the keen 
edge of the sword had failed to accomplish : for the 
besieged, feeling that all relief from without was 
denied them, determined on throwing the city gates 
open to the enemy. 

The joy of the Crusaders at this long-wished-for 
event was increased by the knowledge that within 
the prisons of Acre many hundreds of Christians 
chafed in the odious fetters of bondage impatiently 
awaiting the advent of their victorious brethren to 
release them. 

Repeatedly in his daily rounds had the Baron 
scanned the faces of his comrades, hoping to discover 
in one of them the dark, sullen features of the rescued 
knight, till a conviction almost amounting to a cer- 
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tainty dawned upon him that he must either have died 
-or fallen wounded into the hands of the Moslems. 

On the day of capitulation, every barrier to their 
progress being removed, the Crusaders with exultant 
shouts and animated gestures streamed into the 
devoted city to disperse themselves within like a 
flock of sheep upon some fruitful plain. While the 
more ignoble of the crowd rudely contended for the 
varied spoil which the fortune of war had placed at 
its disposal, the knights examined every nook and 
comer in which a captive might be immured. The 
Baron was beginning to regard a long search as labour 
lost when, entering a miserable building in one of the 
bye streets, he saw, stretched upon a bed of straw, the 
gaunt frame of him whom he sought. 

The sick man, as he heard the approaching steps 
cast a dull, lustreless glance in the direction from 
whence the sound came ; but he did not recognize 
the Baron till he stood immediately over him. A 
momentary gleam of pleasure shot from those heavy 
sunken eyes, as the recumbent knight faintly 
asked, "Who art thou, that carest for one who 
deemed himself friendless and forgotten V " Graven- 
stein ! Gravenstein ! he ejaculated mournfully, when 
he caught the Baron's answer : little cause hadst thou 
to risk thy life in defence of me, or mine. Knowest 
thou that I am Walter Seigfreid ! once thy father's 
bitterest enemy ?" 
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A moment's silence, and he continued : " When 
thou returnest to Germany, I beseech thee, Baron 
Gravenstein, go to the Castle Schafihausen, and tell 
my niece, the Countess Ida, that I have yielded my 
life's best blood in the cause of the cross ; and thus 
dying, trust to expiate the sins and follies of a past 
life." 

" Beneath the staircase, by which thou ascendest 
the eastern tower of Schaflfhausen, is a chest filled 
with such treasures as would prove a king's ransom. 
It is my own ; I bequeath it thee." 

With an effort, Walter Seigfreid raised himself from 
his couch ; drew from his bosom a key. It was the 
last action of his life : a deep-drawn sigh, a faint 
tremor, and the spirit of the once haughty Lord of 
Schaffhausen had fled from its earthly resting-place. 

Taking the key from the lifeless hand, the Baron 
made his way once more into the pure air, where, 
meeting with some of his esquires, he gave orders 
that the body of Count Seigfreid should be buried 
with every mark of respect which the occasion 
offered. 

For many months did the Baron cast his fortunes 
with those of the English King, till the jealousy, 
which eventually sprang up between the lion-hearted 
Richard and the crafty Austrian Duke, furnished the 
Baron and his esquires with an honorable pretext for 
returning to their native land. 
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Rapid rolling rivers had been crossed, wide dreary- 
plains had been traversed ; and now, after a long 
tedious march, of many weeks' duration, the Baron 
and his pa.rty found themselves once more wending 
their way through the forests and mountain passes of 
their beloved Fatherland. 

Black Saladin, which had hitherto borne its master 
with all the endurance inherent to its Arab blood, 
suddenly fell lame, within a short distance of the 
Castle Gravenstein. It was no feigned malady ; for 
the noble beast courageously struggled to keep pace 
with its fellows, till the great drops of sweat, coursing 
each other in rapid succession, from its brows to its 
keenly-cut nostrils, told its master the intensity of its 
sufferings. 

The Baron might have exchanged steeds with one 
of his followers, leaving Black Saladin to be brought 
on by easy stages, but the Baron's affection for the 
faithful animal made the sacrifice of only a temporary- 
separation, too great to be entertained. 

He, therefore, gave instructions to his knights that 
they should hasten on to Gravenstein and announce 
his approach, while he with his favourite Esquire 
Conrad should follow at the best pace Black Saladin 
would allow. 

With many expressions of regret the order was 
obeyed, and soon the Baron and Conrad found 
themselves alone continuing their slow and painful 
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journey. A week might have elapsed after the de- 
parture of the attendant knight when, one evening, 
the sombre veil of night rapidly falling round them, 
distinctly intimated that all further progress would 
soon be at an end. 

The two weary horsemen had ridden many hours 
without seeing a single human habitation : this of 
itself was sufficiently depressing, but its effect was 
intensified by the fact that they had wandered from 
the path without possessing the slightest clue for it3 
recovery. The alternative of a night in the forest 
was too disagreeable to be realized, so the benighted 
couple kept in motion while the faintest gleam of 
light existed in the western horizon. A palpable 
darkness had set in for some minutes when a sudden 
flash of light through the obscurity of the forest 
inspired the travellers' drooping hearts with new 
hopes. 

Keeping the light in sight they found themselves 
at the gates of a castle, the inmates of which were 
duly apprised of the advent of visitors by the deep 
bayings of the many hounds kenneled within the 
spacious quadrangle, A hoarse voice from amid the 
darkness demanded who it was that stood without. 
" A knight returning from the Holy Land," replied 
the Baron, " who would fain entreat a night's lodging 
for himself and esquire." " Come this way," said the 
voice, in a surly tone, " methinks that with a night so 
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dark there is little choice but to comply with the 
request." Following the steps of their unknowft 
guide the Baron and Conrad led their jaded steeds 
into the castle yard, where the poor beasts soon 
neighed gratefully over their respective feeds of corn> 
a dainty to which they had long been strangers. A 
ruddy glow of light through a partially opened door 
showed that, on the score of comfort, man as well as 
beast would probably have little cause to complain of 
his present quarters. Seated by a huge wood fire 
which blazed and crackled merrily in a room of fair 
proportions, the Baron and Conrad patiently awaited 
the arrival of the mistress of the castle, to whom the 
news of the Baron's advent was speedily conveyed by 
her morose but faithful vassal. The travellers were 
not destined to remain long in suspense, for two 
ladies, ushered into the apartment by a young 
esquire, proved by their air and manner that they 
were accustomed to hold sole command within the 
castle walls. 

The first one that entered, the Baron perceived to 
be a lady of mature years, who appeared by her 
after conduct to act as friend and counsellor to her 
companion. The age of the second lady it was im- 
possible to guess, since, from some caprice of her own^ 
she kept her features concealed from view beneath 
a closely fitting hood. An indescribable grace of 
outline and an elasticity of step would have 
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led the curious spectator to believe that she was 
young, an impression which would have been further 
strengthened by the mellowness of her voice when 
addressing the Baron, who rose from his seat in 
acknowledgment of her presence. 

She said, " Be seated, Sir Knight, if knight thou 
art, for methinks thy claim to knighthood rests upon 
the spoliation of good Christians in this our Father- 
land, rather than the destruction of Moslems round 
the Holy Shrine. Even while I speak I see upon thy 
finger a ring that once belonged to one I loved better 
than my life. Tell me, Sir Knight, how camest thou 
by it?" 

" Good lady," replied the Baron, the hot blood 
tingling madly in his veins, " that ring, if thou must 
know, once belonged to the Countess Ida Siegfreid, 
who, when she gave it me, hinted that its possession 
might one day serve me in good cause." 

"Thou gildest rapine with romance," answered 
the lady, ironically. '"Thy powers of fiction amply 
atone for thy want of valour. Thou sayest that thou 
art returning from the Holy Land, tell me the names 
of some of the German knights with whom thou 
fought perchance in Palestine. Thou mayest have 
met with some who once were friends of mine." 

Long was the list of gallant knights, whose deeds 
of chivalry and devoted daring the Baron recounted 

D 
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without a single interruption, till he mentioned the 
tragic end of the whilom Lord of Shaffhausen. 

" Where did this Count Siegfreid, of whom thou 
speakest, live ?" asked his fair auditor in a slightly 
tremulous voice, " did he not commission thee to 
bear ought to solace his sorrowing relatives." 

"Lady," returned the Baron, "he bade me seek 
his niece, the Countess Ida, and tell her that he died 
as became a good knight. To me he gave this key, 
saying that the contents of a chest, lying beneath the 
east tower of SchafThausen, to which it would give 
me access, were my own." 

" Baron Gravenstein, or whoever thou callest thy- 
self," said the lady, "I must demand that key of thee 
as a guarantee for thy behaviour whilst within these 
castle walls. I will give instructions to my vassels to 
supply thee and thy esquire with all that thou mayest 
require ; but one condition I will impose upon thee, 
and that is that 'ere the morning breaks, thou shall 
set off on thy way." 

Bending graciously in turn the ladies retired, while 
two serving men quickly loaded the table with such 
abundance of good cheer as kept the Baron and his 
companion well occupied till the hour of rest. 

In the early morning, while yet quite dark, Conrad, 
in obedience to his master's orders, roused the Baron 
from his heavy slumbers. In the court-yard, Black 
Saladin and Conrad's heavy war steed, champing 
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their bits, awaited their riders* coming ; while the - 
surly Russian Ivan, already in his saddle, said that 
he had orders to conduct the travellers to their desti- 
nation. For two days, under Ivan's direction, did the 
little party journey on without the Baron's detecting 
the slightest indication that they were moving towards 
Gravenstein, till, on the third day, entering a valley 
in which he had often hunted, he knew that he was 
once more within his own domain. Castle Graven- 
stein was soon in possession of its long absent lord, 
whose welcome was as demonstrative as it was sincere. 
Ivan, notwithstanding the Baron's pressing solicita- 
tions, would wait no longer than to refresh his tired 
horse, saying, " that his mistress had abundant need 
for his services at home ;" so he bade the Baron good- 
bye, who greatly wondered that the veiled lady had 
not availed herself of this last opportunity for re- 
storing Count Siegfreid's key. When the Baron had 
satisfactorily settled his affairs at home, he deter- 
mined to comply with Count Siegfreid's dying request, 
by riding over to Schaffhausen, to ^eliver to the 
Lady Ida his message in person. 

Black Saladin, already recovered from his lameness 
pricked its ears and neighed stoutly as, within a mile 
of Schaffhausen, it beheld a hawking party returning 
homewards. Prominent among them was gi lady, 
mounted on a milk-white steed, gaily caparizoned 
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which the Baron at a glance recognized as the 
Countess Ida. 

The Countess, when the usual salutations were over, 
listened attentively to the Baron, as he related in 
detail the circumstances of her uncle^s death : — 

" The key Count Siegfreid gave me," the Baron, 
ending his narration, said, " I would give thee ; but, 
as ill-luck would have it, losing my way, I stopped 
one night at a castle, whose owner demanded it as a 
guarantee for my good faith, and never gave it me 
back." 

" A treacherous jade I wot, thus to have violated 
the laws of hospitality,*' replied the Countess, smiling. 
**I must endeavour to efface the remembrance of 
thy misfortunes, by repairing thy heavy loss. Try 
this key. Sir Knight ; it may possibly serve thee." 

Taking it from the lady's hand, the Baron saw in a 
moment that it was the key which he had carefully 
cherished through so many perilous adventures ; and 
knew thit it must have been at the Castle Schaff- 
hausen he had met with the veiled lady, whom he 
now felt assured was the Countess Ida herself. 

The length of time spent in the journey between 
the two castles the Baron rightly suspected to be a 
ruse of his hostess to test the sincerity of his affection 
without compromising her self-respect. 

The Baron would have the Countess, as mistrejss of 
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Schafifhausen, retain the key; but she on her part 
insisted that, as the treasure had been left to the 
Baron, he, having any respect to the wishes of the 
donor, could not waive his rights in so summary a 
fashion. 

"I cannot permit thee to return to Gravenstein, 
Sir Knight," the Countess contended, ** till thou hast 
seen that thy possessions have been duly protected. 
I will show thee the chest, that thou mayest remove 
its contents at thy pleasure." 

Beneath the eastern tower of Schaffhausen, as the 
Count had intimated, covered with the dust and 
cobwebs of many years, lay a massive oak chest, 
which the Countess pointed out as one which had 
often raised in her mind much fruitless curiosity. 
The mystery was, however, soon cleared up by the 
Baron's throwing back the ponderous lid, which 
revealed to the interested spectators a number of 
goblets of chaste design and fabulous value, jewels of 
sparkling brilliance, and the coins of a dozen different 
nations. 

Christmas had once more come round. The dark 
boughs of the majestic pines bent low beneath their 
spotless winter mantles, while over the snow-clad 
plains packs of wolves, with bloodshot eyes, and 
tongues depending, sped noiselessly onward in the 
vain hope of appeasing the ravening hunger which 
devoured them. 
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The leafless lindens in the courtyard of Castle 
Gravenstein offered their spectral arms as an ob- 
servatory to a little colony of robins, which, looking 
like so many animated balls of feathers, twittered 
plaintively till their keen eyes detected an occasional 
crumb, a remnant of thfe feast which the fair hands of 
the Baroness distributed daily. 

If cold and hunger reigned supreme without, 
warmth and plenty held undisputed possession 
within the castle walls. 

Now, at length, did the Divine legacy, "Peace 
and good will towards men," hold the house of 
Gravenstein in its embrace of love and happiness : 
for had not the chasm between the Siegfreids and 
the Gravensteins, which the late Count during 
his lifetime so strenuously endeavoured to- widen, 
been closed at his death by the presence of the 
Count's niece and the Count's treasure in Castle 
Gravenstein ? 

The Baroness Ida had requested the venerable 
monk Hildebrand to commence the evening vespers, 
for which the vassals, radiant with good cheer and 
fellowship, were slowly assembling, when old Carl, 
entering the hall, respectfully intimated to his 
mistress that a little old woman would insist upon 
being admitted to her presence. 

" Deny her not her wish, good Carl ; Christmas 
comes but once a year," replied the Baroness, kindly. 
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'* It may be that this poor creature has no friends ; it 
would be cruel indeed to transgress the laws of 
hospitality at a season when we have such good 
reason to testify our gratitude for the many mercies 
we enjoy." 

The visitor made so little noise at her entrance 
that neither the Baron, Baroness, Fritz, or Bertha 
were at first aware of her presence, till the Baroness 
Ida, in a delighted tone, cried, ** Wilhelm, Wilhelm 
dost thou not know who this is T 

The old Baroness, her hair grey with the weight of 
many winters, turned slowly round in her chair to see 
what had created so unusual a stir, while her son 
answered, "If my eyes do not greatly deceive me, 
Ida, it is our old friend, the Fairy Princess." 

The Baron, with much difficulty, induced his guest 
to take the seat of honour before the huge roaring 
fire, where her genial face and pleasant conversation 
soon made her a general favourite. 

After speaking to the Baron and Ida on many sub- 
jects, the little old woman said, " My children — for 
children I must call you, though you have changed 
greatly from what you were when first we met — I 
have come to bid you enjoy the blessings by which 
you are surrounded. Hereditary rank is a poison 
inducing a thousand moral maladies ; and wealth is 
worthless dross, the parent of untold misery, save 
when the educated heart and mind direct their uses 
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aright The experience of your youth must have 
shown you that human happiness is dependent upon 
internal resources rather than upon external circum- 
stances. Remember these things and be happy." 

Just as she said this the yule log fell forward on 
the fire, enveloping the room in temporary obscurity. 
The Baron speedily replaced it in its original posi- 
tion, but when the glow from the bright flames once 
more revealed the cheerful faces drawn round the 
social hearth it was discovered that the fairy's seat 
was vacant. 

Search was useless. The little old woman had 
gone, but none had seen her going. Christmas after 
Christmas the good people of Gravenstein left the 
chair unoccupied, hoping to receive another visit from 
their old friend, but she came not. Other little 
strangers came, however, one by one, widening the 
circle of merry laughing faces, and adding their voices 
to the chorus of joy and gladness which, year after 
year, on the day of our Lord's nativity, echoed 
through the lofty halls of Gravenstein. The fame of 
the Baron and his lady as upholders of the Church 
and patrons of the fine arts during their life-time ex- 
tended far and wide, while their many deeds of un- 
ostentatious charity at home were retained in grate- 
ful remembrance by many a sorrowing vassal when, 
full of years, they at length were called to rest. 
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